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in it. We're only here, imprisoned in matter, so that our souls
should learn how to be free—you do the senses too much
honour, you think too much about them, when you deny
them like this. The soul should be indifferent, aloof, free of
the whole business! When you play the angry virgin with
this good man, you're not making less of your miserable senses,
you're making more! Go to bed with him, girl, in this little
house, in this little lane, but let your soul rise to the eternal,
rise to the	"
But Jenny suddenly snatched her fists from her mouth—
and Wizzie saw she had pressed them there so savagely that
there was blood on her lips—and coming straight up to her
father, hissed out at him in a low terrible voice, that made even
D. draw up his muddy feet beneath his seat: "If you mean
what you say, Father, throw those books of yours into my
stove!"
At first the old gentleman, as he sank back on his heels and
withdrew a step or two from her, could only whistle through
his gums in the old familiar way. Then, as Wizzie stared in
wonder at what she could see, half-hidden by Jenny's shoulder,
of the man's face, she saw an extraordinary change pass over
it and a look come into it as if he were another Teucer Wye,
a Teucer Wye who had no daughter at all, a Teucer Wye
who had never been a professor "in a small Midland college,"
a Teucer Wye who did not know whether Glymes or Friary
Lane, whether Dorchester or Athens was his abiding-place,
a Teucer Wye who had—and yet had not—slept with the
woman who gazed down on them out of that little picture.
And it was while this other Teucer Wye, now looking forth
from his face, gave a completely different air to his high fore-
head, to his toothless mouth, to his diminutive frame, that
the man drew from his side-pockets both of his old school-texts
and pushing his daughter aside went straight up to her stove
and moved away the kettle from the fiery red opening.
Human gestures between four walls have the peculiarity
sometimes of gathering to themselves such intense emotional
magnetism that they are palpably felt, like the reaction to a
physical shock, not only by the persons concerned, but by
alien persons, and, it may chance, also by foreign substances.
It was certain at any rate that Wizzie felt compelled to rise
to her feet and move forward towards the man as he held

